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MAIDEN AND WEATHERCOOK,

MAIDEN,

0, Weathercook, on the village spire,
With your golden feathers sll on fire,
Tell me, what can yon see from your perch
Abhove there, over the tower of the chureh?

WEATHERCOCK,

I can see the roofs, and the streews below,
And the people moving to and fro;

And beyond, withoat either rool or street,
The great sult sea and the fisherman's floet.

I oan soe a ship come sailing in

Beyond the headlands and harbor of Lynn,
And a voung man standing on the deck,
With ailkenarchiel ronnd his neck.

Now he in pressing it to his lips,

And now he is kissing his finger tips,

And now he is lifting and waving his hand
And blowing the kisses toward the land,

IMAIDEN,

Ah, that is the ship from over the sea,

That is bringing my lover back to me!
Bringing my lover, so fond and troe,

Who does not change with the wind, like you,

WEATHERCOCK,

If I change with all the winds that blow,

It is only because they made me no;

And people would think it wondrous strange
If I, a weathercock, should not changze!

O, pretty Maiden, so fine and fair,

With yonr dreamy eyes and your golden hair,

When yon and your lover meet to-day,

You will thank me for lookiag some other way,
~Henry W. Longfellow,

A FOOL MYSELW,"

“I'VE MADE OoF

Breathes there n man upon the earth

Who has not, sometime sinee bis birth,

Exclaimed, in acconts far from mirth,
“I've made & fool of myself!”

Not that he eries it forth aloud,

Nor in the centre of life's crowd,

But to himself it i« avowed
“I've made & fool of myself.

It may have been among the girls,

While in the dance’s giddy whiris,

Among the wealth of fashion's pearls —
“I've made a fool of myself.”

Or in the graver walks of life,

While mingling in some greater airife,

Whea plansof gain, not love, were 1ife—
“I've made a fool of myself.”

In love or gain, in poace or war,

In musing of life's battles o'vr,

We must excelaim, with inemory sore—
“i've made a fool of myself.”’

Experionce ever teaches hest;
Bo let the memory stir the breast,
That time to come may not suggest—
*“I've made a fool of myself.”
—Jean Plerre,

- Blisceniamy,

THE LAST MAN ON DBOARD.

—— —

“Caught at last, Jack. Tae old eraft’s
bound to drive ashore in hall an hour,
and then there'll be wot juckets for us
all!™

‘“Aye, aye, Bill, my boy; and it jist
sarves us right for shippin’' aboard o ten-
gun brig. They always has bad juck,
they has!"

So muttered the two veteran sailors as
the staunch little cruiser whirled onward
like a feather by wind and cea, dritted
nearer and nearer to the huge black chiffs
which, through blinding spray and deep-
ening storm, loomea out plainer and
plainﬁr upon the lee bow. The Senbird
had indeed made hLer lust voyuge. All
hor bOiI-tJ had been stove il!; musts and
rigging had long since been torn away by
the furious gale, or hacked off by thecrew
themselves; and the cruel rocks npon
which the hapless vessel was driving head-
long would have crushed the timbers of
the strongest seventy-four like an egg
shell, ’

But, with death graspiug for them
oevery moment, not a man flinched, The

captain gave s orders, and the crew
obeyed them, as coolly 2s it running into
port on & fine summer morning.  But the
end came at last. Oné mighty shock,
which threw every man off his feet, a ter-
rible crash, a giddy rebound, and then the
doomed brig settled right down upon a
sunken reef, with the tearing, grinding
noise which no one who has onee heard it
can easily forget,

“She’'ll move no more now, till sho
breaks up altogether,’ said the captamn
quietly, “*so we must just think of saving
ourselves. Any chance of a line {from the
ihore, Mr, Rogers? You know this coast
well"

“None, sir, I'm afraid," answered the

first officer, who was standing near him,
“There's neither rocke tor lile<boat within
several miles, and no boat could come out
n the teeth of this sea.”

At that moment a red light blazed up

from the cliff overbead, and the whole
scene started into view at once. The
great wall of black rock, with the sea-
birds flapping and shrieking around it;
the narrow strip of beach below, crowded
with anxious watchers; the quaint little
fishing village, with its rude huts built ot
driftwood and broken stoneg; the stranded
ship and her crew, every face and every
rope standing out distinet in the light ot
the beacon; and all around the tossing
waves, which, reddened by that unearthly
glare, seemed to cast up a spray of fire
againat the gloomy sky. It was plain that
the vessel must break up before very long.
The captain looked keenly toward-the
shore for n moment, and then turned to
his men, “Mylads,” eried he, “there’s
no chance for us yet., They can't get a
boat out to us, but we may get a line to
them, for the tide's setting strongly in-
shore. Twenty pounds to the man who
will swim ashore with a rope!™

The offer sounded like a bitter mockery,
for to face that sea appeared nothing less
than certain death. The words were hard-
ly spoken, however, when a man stepped
forward and touchied his wet forelock te
the captain, who sturted as he recognized
him, And well he might; for this man
was the “‘bluck sheep' of the whole crew,
and bhad been Lrought up fur punishment
(not for the tirst time) a few days before.

“What, you, Thompson?"’

““Aye, it's me, yer honor! "' answered the
man with a grim smile a¥ he knotted the
rope around his waist.  “Yer #nor told,
only t'other day, as | was a disgrace to the
ship, s0 mayhap the old eraft 'll be well
rid of me,"

For a mcment the captain's iron face
worked as no one had ever seen it yet;
and then, without a word, he held out his
hand. The other grasped it tor an instant
in o goip like & smith's vice, and then,
watching his opportunity, plunged into
the roaring sea, Then came a long and
terrible pause.  Every man on boaffrbeld
his breath. while straining his eyes into
the boiling wairl of foam below, Once, a
few of the keenest-sighted among them
thought they caught sight of the sailor's
biack head in the midst of the white,
seething brenkess; but the next moment a
mountain wave rolled in and covered all,
Had the daring swimmer succeeded, or
bad he perished in the nttempt?® No one
could say,

There ure very few things more difficult,
or requiring more skill and judement,
than to carry a rope ashore in a stormy
sea. 1o a landsman it may seem merely
a question of breasting the waves Letween
one point and ancother, but such is by no
mears the case. To avoid a wave,.or to
take advantage of it; to know when to
escape by diving, when to vise on the crest
of a billow when it breaks; to husband
one’s strength at one moment and put 1t
forth to the utmost at another—all this
must be thought of, 1 the very crisis ot
the peril, it the task is to be achieved at
all,

SBuddenly a cheer comes pealing from
the shore, so loud and hearty as tp be
heard above all the roar of the storm, and
it 1s repeated again and agam, tili every
cranny of the great cliff seems alive with
echoes.

“He must ha' done it, sir,” says the
boatswain to the first officer, *‘for [ feel
the rupe comin’ taut in my hands."’

Sure enough, in another moment the
narrow black line stood clearly out against
the ghostly white of the sea tor some dis-
tance from the wreck, although farther
out 1t was completely hidden by the leap-
Ing WAVes.

“Now, my lads," eried Captain Hardy,
“off with you, and mind you hold fast. It
we were boarding an enemy | wouldn’t
ask you to go first; but this is a different
thing, [ don’t take my foot off these
planks till every other man has left them;
50 the sooner you get ashore the less time
you'll keep me waiting.'’

The concluding joke, grim as it was,
touched its hearers in the right place,

They answered him with a cheer, aud at
once began to push themselves off upon
their perilous journey, More than onee a
stified cry was beard from the depth of
darkness as a furious wave tore some poor
fellow from the shppery cord and whirled
him away to destruction; but the greater
part reached the shore in safety, hatled by
the lusty cheers of the fishermen. After
the turn of the men came that of the offi-
cers. One by one they cleared the deadly
space, till the only man left upon the
wreck was the captain himself, All at
ence a torrible cry was heard, and ihe
first officer, turning hastily, saw the rope
tossing loose upon the waves, It lLad
snapped in the middle!™

“(od help mun," muttered an old H<h-

erman sadly; *‘it be a' over wi' mun
now!" '

“What!" shouted Thompson, start
ing up from the wet shingles upon

which he had been lying exhausted. **All
over with him, d'ye say? Not while we
have hands of our own, anyvhow!"

“Why, Bill, what's got you?'" asked
one of his comrades jokingly. 1 heard
you say mysell only last weck, a5 you'd
Zive o year's pay to see the old
scrape he couldn't get out of."

“And what o' that ?"" retorted the other
savagely, “‘D’ye think Bill Thompson's
the man to remember any sich lnna!--:'y
when there's a brave man dyin' vicht
afore his very eyes, 1 fell ye be give me
his hand atore the whole ship's compans
just as ithim and me warn't cap'n sud
A. B. at all, but man and man, and 1'1
help him somehow, if 1 have to die for it

“Ee be'st a brave, lad.” said one of the
fishermen approvingly, “*but boat nor line
can never reach yon man now. God ha!
mercy upon mun's goul!”

“And so we're all to git sate ashore
and leave our cap'n behind to drown!"
cried a sailor, fiercely., “That 'ud bLe a
nice story for English blue-jacket’s to tell,
wouldn't it? Mates, are we men, or are
we o pack o skulkers as oughtn't never to
show our faces on blue water agin?
Who'll help me to take a boat out to
him "

T wali!™

“And 1"

“And I'"

“Come along, then!
“Dide ye, nde yeo, luds!" cried the old
fisherman; “‘ee’ll do naught o' good thik’
way. But I'll tell 'ee whut ve med do. it
the wind 'ad only shift a p'nt or two 1o
the east'ard, as it do zeem to he for
doin’,"’

“It is shifting; [ see it!"
Thompson, eagerly, **What
do, liulil_l},‘? tell us i]ll‘l)h’.’h

“Ee see you p'int?" suid the veterva
imdicating the rocky headland that close
in the bay to the eazt,  “When the win
be south-and-by-west, 1t do mak' a coor
rent across the bay, vight down to the
rocks where the vessel be ly:z:‘;
get to mun g0,

The impatient crew barely gave him
time to finish. One universal hurrab
ghook the air, and in an instant thiose
bruised, half-drowned, starving men, who
had seemed hardly a@® to stand a few
minutes before, were runnmmeg like mad
men toward the point, where they scaveely
waited to let the wind change sufficiently
for their purpose beiore launching a boat
and pulling tfurniously toward the wreck.

Meaawhile, how fared 1t with the doom-
ed captain? Perhaps even his stout heart
may have failed for a moment, at the
thought of his young witc far away on the
sunny Kextish shore, and the two little
guvls that were praying that “papa might
come sufe back from sen,” while he stood
there alone with death. But, whatever
might be the penl that threatened him,
there was no “white feather' about Cap-
tain Richard Hardy; and the eyes that
bad faced without flinching the grinning
muzzles of French cannon lookm.f just as
1‘-=1Lrhm.-=llv upon the gushing waves, Sud-
denly a loud hurrah came rolling over the
wild sea, and the rising moon, breaking
for a moment through the inky masses of
clond, showed him & boat coming straight
toward him, in the bow of which sat the
scapegrace Thompson, bending to his oar
with the strength of a giant.

And as they approached he could hear
beneath his feet the yending of the tim-
bers, and the gurgle of the fatal water as
it poured in, keeping time to the oar
strokes of his deliverers.

“Pull, boys," roared Thompson, *‘will
yer let him drown afore yer eyes?"

At that moment a mountain wave broke
over the wreck, completely burying it for
an instant. A terrible crash was heard,
and when the spray cleared it was seen
that the vessel had parted amidships, and
that the whole after part was clean gone.
The bow, however, still held firm, and
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npon it, shadow-hke in the fitful moon-
light, stood the dark figure of the captain,

“Hold up, your honor!"" shouted Thomp-
son; “‘another minute and you're saved!"'

But it is often that ‘‘other minute"
which makes all the difference.  Just as
the boat ran alongside the wreck another
tremendous sea overwhelmed both. There
was a4 second crash, louder than the first,
and nothing remained of the strong ehip
but o tawing chaos of broken timbers,

But where was the captain?

Amid the blinding spray and the deaf-
ening uproar no one but the man beside
him noficed Bill Thompson twist a rope
around his left arm and plunge into the
sea. But the next moment his call was
heard from the midst of the mass of float-
ing wreck, and hig comrades, hanhing n
the line, brought with 1t Captain Hardy,
senseless from the blow of a falling splin-
ter, and Thompszon himself bleeding freely
from a terrible gash in the forehead,

And now came the hardest part of the
work., To return to the point against the
current was simply mmpossible.  Thewr
only chanee was to hn;u} straight for the
shore, right through the worst fury of the
breakers, More than once all secwmed over
with them:; but the old fishermuan who
steered was as cool and steady as if only
on a pleasure trip, heeding the seas that
almost filled the hoat no more than drops
ot rain, The moment her keel touched
the sand a score of stroap hands were
ready to drag them beyvond the reach o
the waves, while a louder cheer than all
burst forth when 1t wag seen that not one
MmN Was missing.

Years later, when Commodore Sie Rich-
ard Hardy retived {rom the service, with
a pension and a barvonetey to console him
for the loss ot his left arm, he was never
seen unattended by s confidential ser-
vant, a short, thick-set man, with o deep
scar across his forehead, whose favorite
after<dinner story was “how me and his
honor was pretty nigh swamped ‘bout
twenty five VOOrs wgn, when ':I" (‘!ii Seas
bard went ashore in Ridgemount bay,"

A Fortunate Indorser,

[t 18 our observation that not every one
who “backs his neighbor's paper' always
vscapes with his purse untoucned., Dat
there are occasions where a4 man can give
his indorsement and convey a benefit all
around. Mr. A. W. Wetzel, of Nauvoo,
[1l., suffered for years with Dyspepsia,
and used all kipds of medicine in vuin,
until he tried the Hamburg Drope, which
quickly cured him, He row warmly in-
dorzes this wondertal cemedy.—Indianan-
olis (Ind.) Daily Sentirvel.

Thelr Sole Sapport,
From the New York Mall.

Sara Bernbardt complains that no wo
man can live on $£6,000 a year, all that is
allowed by the Comedie Francaise, A
womon neeas at least 817,000, Sarp sayve,
and then she cansave nothing for old n;;:".
Sara, as is well known, 18 the sole sup-
port of her fatberless fanuly.

A Greater Discovery than Kleetricity.

| have spent over two thousand dollars,
said J, D, L. Harvey, Esq., of Chicago, to
cure my wile of Rbeumatism. Two bot-
tles of St. Jacob's Oil aceomplished what
alt the medical treatment and other reme-
dies faled to effect, I regard it as a
greater discovery than electricity, and a
boon to the human race—Chicago Tribune.

In Paris the fashionable shoes for morn-.
ing wear are the Indian slippers, in velvet,
embroidered in gold or silver, fastened
round the ankle by a wide bangle, which
is closed by a buckle or gold serpent: also
very high heals,

No good Prewching,

No man ean do a good job of work, preach
& good sermon, try a law swit well, doctor a
patient, or write s good article when he feels
miserable and dull, with sluggish brain and
unsteady nerves, and none should make the
attempt in such a condition when 't can be so/
easily and cheaply removed by a little !lu’r,
Bitters. Bee other colnmn,—Albany Tines.

“I will not learn & tradeé!” said a Chi.
cago lad to his father. But this busines:
of learning a tiade 15 only matter of time,
for within a year that lad was studying
harness making in state prison, .

The most troublesome :u;d_ll:m;_r_.mus
effects sometimes arise from the slightets
cause, ulnldloften the Baby's seriols sick-
ness could be prevented lny promply using
De, Bull's Baby Syrup at the l;»ef?nnin;_'
Price only 26 cents a bottle,

Brown says that the bestway to retain
a young lady's affectionsk not to *eturn
them. f

Niles. ¥ ich,, Heafl From.

Larimore & Denn, drugfsts (30 years in
business) writ us that JAY's KoNEY Pap
gi.VEl better su f‘[‘liuu tw any rpnedy they
everauld,
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